














Paper Behind the Picture 


“I had a dream last night,” 
said an Arabian boy, whom we shall call 
Abdul, to his mother one morning in 1950. 
“I saw an important-looking man with a 
beard, and beside him was a woman in 
white. I wish I knew who they were.” 

Abdul was a Mohammedan, living in 
Arabia. He didn’t know much about Jesus. 

In 1954 he visited a friend who was a 
Christian. He stepped into his friend’s 
house and stopped still. 

“That man!” he gasped, pointing to a 
picture on the wall. “Who is he?” 

Abdul exclaimed, “I saw him in a dream 
four years ago!” He went over and exam- 
ined the picture more closely, looking not 
only at the front but at the back also. Be- 
hind the picture he saw a piece of paper 
with printing on it. “What is this?” he 
asked his friend. 
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“It’s Jewish,” the friend said. “Pay no 
attention to it.” 

Abdul didn’t think it was Jewish. On 
it he read, “Send for free Voice of Prophecy 
Bible Correspondence Course.” There was 
a place to put his name and address. 

It would be a good way to learn about: 
this Jesus, he thought. With his friend’s per- 
mission he took the paper home and as 
soon as possible mailed it to the Voice of 
Prophecy. 

The lessons thrilled him when they came. 
But after ten lessons no more arrived. 

He investigated. His sister was getting 
the lessons before they reached him and 
was cutting them up. 

Abdul wrote the Voice of Prophecy and 
asked for the lessons to be sent to another 
address, and he went on studying. 

One night in the dark he was stopped 
by a man with a gun. Many Mohammedans: 
think it is a righteous thing to kill any-- 
one who becomes a Christian. Abdul talked! 
to the man, and he decided to wait alll 
another time to murder him! 

A little later his uncle told him that he 
had arranged for one of his sons to kill 
him. “I have three sons,” the uncle ex- 
plained. “Two are good, one is bad. This 
bad one will kill you. The government 
will then hang him, and I will have only 
the two good sons left. That will be good. 
Better yet, the bad son will go to Paradise 
because he will have killed a Christian.” 

“There is just one thing,” said Abdul. 
“I am not a Christian yet.” So that murder 
was postponed! 

From time to time the uncle would check 
up on Abdul to find out whether he were 
a Christian yet. Abdul knew what that 
meant! 

Abdul’s sweetheart told him that if he 
was baptized she would give him up. His 
mother told him she would have nothing 
to do with him. And the uncle was pre- 
pared to have his cousin shoot him. 

What would you have done? I'll tell 


you what Abdul did. On April 26 of this 


year he was baptized in the Mediterranean. 
He counted Jesus worth more than all his 
friends and relatives, even than his own 
life. 


Your friend, 


wits Wrxurel 
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Ronnie Repents 





By MARGARET D. CLARKE 


nage commented Ronnie, not bother- 
ing to reduce his voice from its usual 
loud roar, even though he was still in 
church. 

The JMV leader heard and knew he was 
describing the JMV meeting that had just 
been dismissed. It wasn’t the leader’s fault 
that Ronnie found JMV “borin’.” She had 
done all she could to catch his attention, 
using pictures, stories, and puzzles. Ronnie 
just wouldn’t be interested. Mind you, he 
did not belong to the church, nor to any 
church for that matter. He came only be- 
cause his friend Malcolm would not go rid- 
ing or fishing on Saturdays. 

Saturday mornings Ronnie roamed around 
the stores, but on Saturday afternoons he 


had nothing to do, so he came to JMV with 
Malcolm. 

You might call Ronnie a civilized heathen. 
All he knew about God was that it was un- 
wise to use His name as a swearword when 
a teacher was within hearing distance. 

Ronnie always sat in the back seat and 
fiddled with a pencil or a pen or a gadget 
of some sort. He did not make any disturb- 
ance; he just did not seem to pay any 
attention. 

Then one afternoon a sentence caught 
Ronnie’s ear. He ceased investigating the 
mysteries of a pocket watch for fully ten 
seconds. 

“True repentance means telling Jesus we 

To page 18 


Ronnie didn’t disturb any of the meetings. He just sat in the back playing with a pencil. 
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Mamie Is Tried in the Fire 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER | 





“Blessed are they which are perse- 
cuted for righteousness’ sake: for 


their's is the kingdom of heaven, 











TH head waitress stepped into the girls’ 

dressing room at the Hilltop Sanitarium. 
It was five minutes to one and she wanted 
to be sure all her girls were ready for work 
at one o'clock. “Where's Mamie?” she asked. 

“I saw her at school,” Lucy said, “but she 
did not look well. Maybe she took sick at 
school, and couldn’t call in. They don’t have 
a phone, you know.” 

“Well, it’s time for you girls to get to 
your serving stations. We will hope she ar- 
rives soon. We need her; we are to have 
a party of eight extra today.” 

“If Mamie doesn’t come, I'll somehow 
manage hers and mine, Miss Cary,” offered 
Lucy, who had a very soft spot in her heart 
for Mamie. Mamie came from a large fam- 
ily; they were poor; the children were neg- 
lected. She knew how much the money from 
this job meant to Mamie. 

“Thank you, Lucy. You may have to do 
just that. Then Alice could take the special 
table that I had meant for you to take. 
Could you, Alice?” 

“Gladly,” said Alice. 

The girls followed Miss Cary out of the 
room. It was time for action, and the girls 
looked lovely in their black uniforms set off 








Holding the “Testimonies,” father glared at Mamie. 


by crisp, white aprons, with white headbands 
to match. 

The dinner gong had just been rung, when 
Miss Cary stepped up to Lucy and asked her 
to see if Mamie had come. Lucy hurried from 
the dining room and slipped quickly into 
the dressing room. As she did so, Mamie 
jumped into her tall wall locker and slammed 
the door shut, but not before Lucy saw. 
Lucy’s face paled at the sight of Mamie’s 
shoulders, but she just called out as naturally 
as she could, “Miss Cary wondered if you® 
were here, Mamie. I'll tell her you'll be out 
in a minute.” 

As Lucy hurried back to her work her 
mind was in a turmoil. What was wrong 
with Mamie’s back? There were long, swol- 
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len purple marks; some had blood clots on 
them. Did she dare ask? No, Lucy decided. 
Mamie had tried her best to hide them; 
that was why she had come so late. Lucy 
was sure of that. Well, her secret was safe 
with Lucy. She would not tell a soul, but 
she would tell Mamie that she knew and 
that her secret was safe. If Mamie had some- 
one to confide in, perhaps she would feel 
better. 

Lucy went right to her serving station, 
but not until she had caught Miss Cary’s 
eye and nodded that Mamie was back. Mamie 
came in shortly after that, looking very pale 
and with dark lines under her eyes. Once 
Lucy saw her wince when she lifted the heavy 
tray of dishes to her shoulder, and it was 
all Lucy could do to keep back the tears. 

When the lunch hour was over, Lucy 
deliberately was detained until after the 
other girls had gone. Mamie had made no ef- 
fort to change into her school clothes, so Lucy 
said to her—once they were alone—‘Mamie, 
I want to see that back. Oh, you needn't be 
shy about it; I saw it when I came in before 
lunch, and it needs some attention. We have 
always been friends, and I hope you know 
that you can confide in me without fear of 
its being told around. But someone needs to 
take care of it for you. Please let me be 
that someone.” 

Then Lucy found Mamie in her arms, 





sobbing like a baby. “Oh, thank you, Lucy. 
I thought I did not have a friend in the 
world. And I've just got to tell somebody, 
somebody who will understand.” Then she 
turned and Lucy saw her shoulders for a 
horrible second as Mamie explained. 

“My folks have joined that new church. 
You know, the one that comes around after 
church and passes out literature. Well, they 
think that Adventists are all going to be lost 
unless they join this new Adventist group, 
so they have been talking and talking to me 
about my sins. For several nights now my 
father has not let me sleep. He says I am 
lost, and if I go to sleep lost, I won't wake 
up. So he has tried to keep me awake night 
and day for three days now. Last night, when 
he tried the same thing, I guess I got cross. 
I told him first, that he could keep me awake 
forever and I still would believe that the 
Seventh-day Adventist Church as it now is 
is God’s church. What I said was all right, 
but not the way I said it. So father said that 
if reasoning wouldn’t change my mind, he 
knew what would.” Here Mamie broke down 
and could go no further. 

“What did he use to raise these awful 
welts?” asked Lucy, horror-stricken. 

“His belt,” sobbed Mamie. 

“There, there now,” said Lucy, her arms 
around her heartbroken friend. “Cry it out; 
but the problem does not end there. Did 
you give in, Mamie?” 

Mamie shook her head. 


“Good for you,” rejoiced Lucy, and she 
squeezed Mamie till she winced. 
To page 18 


“You are lost, Mamie,” he said angrily. “I shall not let you sleep tonight till you repent.” 





JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 














Tom gets into a fight on the riverbank! 
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T= dormitory lights were out. Cathie and 
Becky lay on Cathie’s bed looking into 
the moon-drenched night. Somehow it was a 
night for dreaming dreams—particularly 
dreams that had to do with knights. And 
in girl fashion, Cathie and Becky discussed 
the boys who were the most interesting to 
them. 

“I tell you what,” Becky said, “when you 
marry Tom and I marry Robb let's live in 
the same town so we can see each other 
once in a while.” 

“Huh, when I marry Tom!” Cathie tossed 
a pillow good-naturedly at her chum. “Why, 
he hasn’t even held my hand yet.” 

“No,” said Becky. “He’s just got good 
sense. He wants to wait till he proposes.” 

The giggling and tussling that followed 
brought the monitor to the door, requesting 
in a weary voice to “please be quiet.” 

“Well, has Robb held your hand?” Cathie 
asked sarcastically, recovering her pillow 
from the study table. 

“Of course not, silly.” 

Cathie curled herself up on the window 
sill, her hands clasped around her knees. 
“Tom can be the preacher and Robb can 
be the Sabbath school superintendent or 
the deacon or the janitor or—stop it, stop 
it, you're going to push me out the window!” 

“Take it back,” Becky insisted between 
giggles, holding Cathie securely to the bed 
with her foot and pounding her with pillows. 

When the two girls had once more made 
up and were concentrating on the beauty 
of the night, they sprawled across the bed, 
chins in hands, and lamented the fact that 
they could not go for a walk. 
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HARD WAY 


By DOROTHY LOCKWOOD AITKEN 


CHAPTER EIGHT 





“Uh-huh,” Cathie decided. “We're pris- 
oners. And all that moonlight going to 
waste! 

“Two girls looked out through iron bars, 

Becky saw the railroad tracks and Cathie 

the moon.” 

“No, no.” Cathie rose and pulled back 
the covers. “You've got to make it rhyme: 

“Two girls looked out from their prison 

room, 

Becky saw trains and Cathie the moon. 

“Dear me, I’m sleepy. Aren’t we lucky to 
have such nice boy friends!” 

Becky yawned from her bed. “Aren't they 
lucky to have such nice girl friends!” 

Tom and Robb were looking at the moon 
that same night too. But they were not 
happy. Both felt miserable and cheap. Finally 
Tom burst out, “Let’s tell the dean.” 

Robb looked at him questioningly. 

“I mean it. Let's tell him about the movies 
and the beer and ask him to forgive us and 
maybe we'll feel better.” 

“But suppose everyone finds out about 
it? Cathie, Beck 

“Oh, well, I couldn’t feel any worse than 
I do already. I don’t care if they expel me. 
I deserve it. And as for Cathie——” He 
shrugged. He cared more than he wanted to 
admit, but somehow he felt he should make 
a clean breast of the whole matter. 

Robb was already putting on his bath- 























CHARLES COOK, ARTIST 


Cathie and Becky sat in the dreamy moonlight and discussed the subject they liked the best. 


robe and slippers. Silently they slipped down 
the stairs and knocked on the dean’s door. 
He had not yet gone to bed and invited 
them into the small living room where his 
wife was grading papers. She rose and 
greeted the boys and retired to the other 
room. 

Tom cleared his throat and looked at the 
floor nervously as he spoke. He explained 
all about going to the show, and drinking 
the beer, and their foolish reason for doing 
so, and said they were sorry they had taken 
advantage of their good reputation to bring 
discredit on the school. 

Robb fingered the end of the cord on his 
bathrobe, and both boys looked so penitent 
and conscience smitten that Mr. Brindle was 
deeply touched. 

“But why do you come confessing some- 
thing that no one knew about? You could 
easily have gotten by.” 

Tom explained the great uneasiness they 
had felt and told him they were sure they 
would feel better now, even though they 
were punished. 

Mr. Brindle knew that the boys had suf- 
fered greatly, and decided not to mention 
the incident to anyone. However, he im- 


pressed on the boys that they had done a 
gteat wrong, not only to the institution but 
also to themselves, and asked them to kneel 
with him for prayer. 

When they arose Tom felt better and 
Robb looked much relieved. The dean bade 
them a cordial good night and the boys 
returned to their rooms. 

Humphrey was already snoring when Tom 
entered. Glimpsing the unusually bright 
night, Tom walked to the window and 
looked out. A cloud drifted slowly over the 
moon and hid it temporarily from view. 
Tom pondered a few moments the similarity 
to his own experience. Only a few minutes 
had passed since there had been a cloud 
over his life. Now that he had done what 
he knew to be right the cloud had slowly 
passed even as this one now did, and once 
more his life was in the light. He knelt by 
the window for his nightly prayer, and when 
he rose he lingered a few moments enjoying 
the beauty of the night and wondering 
vaguely whether Cathie was noticing it too. 

The next morning Mr. Brindle stopped 
him in the hall. “How would you like to 
help me work up something for Saturday 
night?” 
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POWDERED SOAP DISPENSER 





CED 

















EMPTY 
SALT BOK 


EMPTY JAR 


— 


DETAIL OF SPOUT 





i JAR RING 
GUT BOX ToP 
To FIT IN 


JAR RING 


SS 


FILL JAR WITH SOAP 





PLACE ON CAP 


Ws |) 


' 








Tom looked surprised. “A serenade for 
the girls,’ Mr. Brindle hastened to explain. 
All week Tom and the others practiced their 
music to give the girls a real surprise. 

Promptly at the close of study period 
on Saturday night the boys began singing, 
“There’s Music in the Air,” and the happily 
surprised girls filled the front windows to 
listen to this year’s version of “The Little 
Dutch Band” play a humorous selection as 
they marched up and down the sidewalk 
directly under the girls’ windows. The girls 
applauded enthusiastically, and when the 
moonlight concert was ended and the boys 
marched back to their dormitory, the girls 
still lingered in their windows, talking in 
low tones. 

The girls, not to be outdone, returned the 
compliment the following Saturday night 
with a string quartet, and with Cathie, 
Ginger, and Becky singing “By the Bend 
of the River.” When the last strains of 
music had died away and the girls were all 
safely in their rooms, everyone rejoiced 
that there was only one more Saturday night 
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before the “no recreation” ban would be 
lifted, and all agreed that the last two had 
not been so hard to take. 

In the meantime Tom had been wrestling 
with himself vigorously. Somehow he felt 
terribly unworthy. He really wanted to do 
something in the Lord’s work, but he just 
seemed too unfit for it. He thought regret- 
fully of the past weeks with their sad, un- 
forgivable failures. He felt overwhelmed 
with his own guilt. 

Sabbath afternoon he put on his overcoat 
and warm gloves, for the days, though sunny, 
were beginning to be chilly. Robb looked 
up questioningly from the paper he was 
reading. 

“Just going for a walk.” Tom answered the 
unspoken question. Humphrey was already 
gone for his solitary bird hike, and by avoid- 
ing conversations in the hall, Tom managed 
to leave without the usual accompaniment 
of friends. Today he wanted to be alone. 
He needed to think, and he struck out 
briskly toward the river. This week it was 

To page 16 
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Geoff got too close to 





The Lion's Cage 


By DAPHNE COX 


HE circus had come to town! And what 

a circus it was going to be! There'd be 
clowns and trained dogs, horses, and a man 
on the flying trapeze. Best of all, there’d be a 
lion! Geoff and his pals watched the mam- 
moth tent being erected. They saw the circle 
of trailers the circus folk lived in. And then 
they heard a roar. The lion! He was in a 
cage over there. 

As if drawn by a magnet, the children 
moved as one man toward that huge mobile 


cage. Slowly they crept round it, trying to 
peer at the lion through any possible chink. 
But not a thing could they see. The cage 
was strongly built, and the thick timbers 
were not only lionproof, they were also boy- 
proof. 

Nowhere was there so much as a pinhole 
to peep through. 

Suddenly they heard a shout: “You chil- 
dren over there, come away from that cage 
at once!” To page 17 


Geoff held out a handful of grass to the angry lion. What happened next he will always regret. 
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Collect "Cans for the Needy’ 
Next Thursday! 


yess at the picture at the bottom of this 
page. Notice how everyone is laughing 
and clapping. 

These are juniors of the Sligo (Takoma 
Park, Maryland) church. A moment before 
this picture was taken they were standing 
very quietly. They had just returned—all 110 
of them—from two hours of can collecting. 
They were waiting to hear how many cans 
they had brought in. Their goal was 2,000. 
Then the leader said, “We have 2,722 cans.” 
What happened next is shown in the picture! 
These juniors were mighty happy over their 
evening’s work! 

The editor of the JUNIOR GUIDE is par- 
ticularly proud of this group, for he is their 
leader. It is because he has seen what they 
can do that he knows what the juniors in 
your church could do. 

Look at the other pictures and see what 
juniors in those churches did last year. And 
listen! 


In California, the San Bernardino Path- 
finders collected 135 cans and 180 pieces of 
clothing. Paradise Valley Pathfinders got 
24 cans. Loma Linda brought in 1,266. In 
Iowa, seven juniors of Muscatine collected 
four bushel basketsful, then with Dorcas 
help prepared 23 baskets that aided 110 
needy persons. In Maine, Woodstock chil- 
dren brought in a great big load. In Mary- 
land, Takoma Park Pathfinders got 1,500. 

Are plans being made for you to collect 
cans for the needy this year? If not, some- 
one is going to have to hurry! 

Show your Sabbath school leader or Path- 
finder director the “Directions for Collect- 
ing Cans for the Needy” on page 14 of this 
JUNIOR GUIDE. 

This is a good project to invite your non- 
Adventist neighbor children to help with. 

And be sure, when you have collected the 
cans, to have pictures taken and send one to 
JUNIOR GUIDE so we can print it next year. 


Juniors of the Sligo church rejoice as they are told they collected 2,722 cans for the needy. 
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Up in the corner are seven of the 
eighteen Pathfinders of the Brook- 
field-La Grange, Illinois, club who 
collected 320 cans and gave away 
400 tracts. Above are nine Path- 
finders of Durango, Colorado, who 
gathered 265 cans. A radio station 
made several announcements during 
the day that they were coming, and 
the people were ready to give them 
food when they knocked. At the left 
are boys and girls of the Pittsburgh 
Elementary School with the pile of 
cans they collected. At the bottom 
are the Pathfinders of Long Beach, 
California, with a few of the several 
hundred cans they got. In addition 
to the cans they were given several 
sacks of clothing and some money. 





= 


3 
3 


omer 






































= 








EYNE RIEDERER LARSON 































Mé48cY stood looking out of her bed- 
room window, overlooking the chan- 
nel that hugged the rugged coast line of 
the small Alaskan town. She did not even 
notice the snow-capped mountains, the 
icy-blue water, or the fishermen finishing 
their day’s work far down on the water 
front. She was thinking. 

Should she go, or shouldn’t she go? She 
wanted to go, but mother had been sick a 
lot lately. Of course, mother was no worse 
today than any other day, besides, Hallow- 
een came only once a year. If Margy 
stayed home tonight, she wouldn't have 
any fun. For several days the older boys 
and girls in the neighborhood had been 
planning what they would do on Hallow- 
een night. Oh, they weren’t going to do 
anything bad! But just from the excited 
whispers and hushed planning, Margy 
knew that she was really lucky to be in- 
vited. 

Now here it was almost evening, and 
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“It’s stupid doing this,” Margy thought, but she 
climbed reluctantly into the truck with the rest. 









Margy felt uneasy about going out, especially 
with mother coughing and sneezing so much. 
If mother had not been sick, they would have 
planned something special to do at home; 
but since mother was sick and there was 
nothing else to do, Margy had wheedled per- 
mission to go out for a little while with the 
older young people in the neighborhood. 

“It isn’t that we are going to do anything 
bad, Mother,’ Margy assured her. “We're 
just going to have a little fun.” 

Maybe it was because mother’s head ached 
so much that she did not ask many details, 
or perhaps she just trusted Margy to do what 
was right. Anyway, Margy soothed her 
troubled thoughts with the reminder that 
mother had given permission for her to go 
if she did not get into any trouble and “was 
a good girl.” 

Hurriedly buttoning her heavy plaid 
jacket lest she change her mind and stay 
home, Margy kissed mother lightly on the 
forehead, and with an “I'll be careful, 
Mother,” she ran down the boardwalk to the 
meeting place by the Log Cabin Grocery. 

Sure enough, everyone was there! Burst- 
ing with excitement at the thought of the 
fun ahead, they were chattering and laugh- 
ing. 

Margy felt a little out of place, because 
all the boys and girls were quite a bit older 
than she. Some were even in high school! 
She noticed there were five boys and six 
girls, including herself, and when Margy 
walked up she heard one of the boys who 
lived up on the hill say, “Hey, who invited 
Margy, anyway?” There was a lot of talking 
and answering back, so Margy guessed it was 
all right that she had been invited, even 
though she was only twelve. 

She wondered what they were going to do 
for fun but did not have to wait long. There 
were lots of exciting things to do in their 
little fishing town. “Let's soap old man 
Kunz’s windows!” shouted someone. “Naw 
—that’s baby stuff!” she heard one of the 
boys say. “Let’s borrow a car and take a ride 
out the beach road!” __ 

“That's a good idea! I can use my dad’s 
old truck,’ shouted Len. “Wait a minute, 
and I'll be right back.” 

Margy stood still and felt very cold. She 
didn’t want to get on any old truck and 
go out on the beach road this late at night. 
There were no houses and no street lights 
out there and it didn’t sound like very much 
fun to her. She remembered warnings her 
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mother had given to her about such things. 
She almost wished she had stayed home. 
Maybe if she suggested they do something 
else—— 


But just then Len came rattling around 
the corner, down by the laundry, in an old 
truck. His older brother, who had a driver's 
license, was with him. “Open-air Lizzy,” he 
called. “Hop in. All aboard for Sunny Point!” 
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DIRECTIONS FOR COLLECTING 
“CANS FOR THE NEEDY” 


(Take this to your Pathfinder director or Sab- 
bath school teacher.) 

1. Announce plans in church. (Check: This an- 
nouncement may have to be made THIS MORN- 
ING!) Tell newspaper and radio what you are 
going to do. : 

2. Children meet at 6:00 on Thursday night, 
October 30, rain or shine. (People are more gener- 
ous on rainy nights.) 

Divide into carloads, assign territory, discuss 
“what to say,” provide each child with shopping 
bag and tracts, pray, leave. (Get special Halloween 
tract from MV department at conference office.) 

4. Return about 8:30. 

5. While someone stacks and counts cans, chil- 
dren play games—apples on string, bobbing apples, 
balloon-on-ankle tag, etc. 

6. Serve apple juice. 

7. Pose children around cans, take picture. (A 
snapshot is all right. Take two at least.) 

8. Get pictures processed immediately. 

9. Take one picture to newspaper at once and 
send the other to JUNIOR GUIDE. 

10. Either turn cans over to Dorcas Society; or, 
working closely with Dorcas, have children make up 
food baskets right before Thanksgiving, give out 
the baskets. on Wednesday afternoon. (Giving out 
the baskets is top material for another picture for 
newspaper and JUNIOR GUIDE.) 
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Margy knew that Sunny Point was a can- 
nery two or three miles down the beach 
road. She never went out there except during 
the summer canning season. There wasn’t 
anything out that way except a few houses 
scattered along the beach; but everyone piled 
into the ancient truck, so Margy climbed in 
too. 

This isn’t much fun, she thought, as they 
bumped along the dark roads. Deep inside 
she was afraid: She wished she had not gone 
out tonight. It was so dark with no street 
lights and no houses. The tall pine trees 
and heavy underbrush along the road made 
everything black and spooky. 
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The minutes ticked by. Everyone else was 
laughing, talking, and singing so loudly that 
no one noticed Margy crouched in the back 
corner of the truck feeling miserable. Sud- 
denly the truck stopped. 

“Hey, you girls,” Len shouted. “How'd 
you like to walk back home?” 

“Yes, how'd you like to walk back?” the 
other boys echoed. “Good idea, good idea! 
Let's make the girls walk home in the dark!” 

And before Margy realized what was hap- 
pening, the boys had pushed the girls onto 
the road. Then, whooping and laughing, they 
tore off down the road with a beep-beep-beep 
as a final salute from the truck horn. 

Margy felt like crying. Bears, wolves, and 
other animals sometimes came down by the 
beach road, especially at night. The road 
was no longer plank boards now, just mud 
that oozed into her shoes with sticky cold- 
ness. The other girls were just as miserable. 
With no flashlight they stumbled in the 
darkness, holding onto one another’s hands to 
keep from falling into the deeper holes. 

“And to think I just cleaned my saddle 
shoes tonight,” muttered one of the girls as 
she struggled along. 

The older girls were really “burned up.” 
What had started out to be a lot of fun was 
turning out to be a terrible experience. They 
held hands and tried to pick their way 
through the inky blackness, trying not to 
think how far it was to town. No matter 
how careful they were, someone slipped and 
landed in the mud and Margy knew that 
her clothes and shoes must be a mess. At this 
rate it would take them half the night to get 
home, and mother would be frantic with 
worry, besides being sick. 

They passed a big stump and in the dark- 
ness Margy imagined it was a huge grizzly 
bear waiting to grab them. If only a car 
would come by and give them a ride, but 
there were few cars out this far so late at 
night. 

It seemed as if hours had passed, but the 
girls had walked only half a mile. Margy’s 
legs ached, and in the darkness big tears 
rolled down her dirty cheeks. She didn’t 
care now whether anyone saw her cry. She 
was frightened and she wanted to get home. 

“Listen!” one of the girls exclaimed. “I 
think I hear a car coming. It’s the truck! 
The boys are coming back for us. Let’s scare 
them! We'll hide so they can’t find us, and 
then they'll think something has happened 
to us.” To page 19 
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Present for Mrs. Sparten 


By TOM TUCKER 


TH boys in the club sat around at the 
close of the club meeting, discussing the 
plans for the party. “It’s going to be great 
fun, but it'll be a lot of work,” one boy 
pointed out. 

Harold grinned. “It’s lucky Mrs. Sparten 
is always so nice to help us out. I don’t know 
what we'd do without her!” 

The other boys agreed, and then went on 
to discuss the details of the proposed party. 

But Harold’s comment set Chuck think- 
ing. Each time the boys’ club needed some- 
one to take care of details or do favors or to 
clean up, Mrs. Sparten seemed to be right 


Mrs. Sparten was always doing nice things for the 
boys, but they never thought to thank her for them. 
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there. He had never thought about it before, 
but who had been the one that really made 
their activities a success in the past? 

Suddenly he stood up. “Hey, fellows!” 

The conversation died slowly. “What's 
up?” several inquired. 

“Look, I know the meeting is over, but 
I just got this great idea.” 

“What?” 

“Remember the last party we had? Two 
months ago—remember how everything was 
in disorder by the time we were through?” 

“Yes, it was, wasn’t it?” 

“Who cleaned up?” 

“I—I don’t know,” a boy said. “I suppose 
someone did. Did you?” 

“No!” Chuck said. “None of us even 
helped. We just walked away, leaving the 
place as it was. And the time we went on 
the hiking trip. Who helped get the details 
organized? Who helped with the lunches 
and all?” 

“I guess one of our mothers 
said uncertainly. 

“No. Not one of our mothers. Oh, they 
probably would have if we had asked them, 
but we didn’t. And that’s the way it’s been 
every time. Who does all the work? Mrs. 
Sparten!” 

“Mrs. Sparten? Say, he’s right! She does 
do all that kind of work! She’s always helping 
us. Who knows how many hours she spends 
doing things for us? Yet how many of us 
here have actually gone to her and thanked 
her?” 

No one raised his hand. 

“Just like me. I never have thanked her,” 
Chuck continued. “I just went on, taking 
her for granted. What do you say we do 
something for her to show her how much 
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we appreciate all the things she has done for 
us?” 

There were many shouts of approval. 

So it was planned. The party was to take 
place on Thursday evening. All things were 
in readiness. Mrs. Sparten showed up to help 
mix the punch and serve the refreshments. 
But then, suddenly, abruptly, in the middle of 
the party, all the boys at Chuck’s secret sig- 
nal turned to Mrs. Sparten and thanked her 
for what she had been doing for them. 

Then one of the boys brought out a large 
box and handed it to the flabbergasted Mrs. 
Sparten. “This is a material way of expressing 
our thanks,” he announced solemnly. 

Inside the box was the present: a fine 
new toaster someone had discovered she 
wanted. 

“I—I don’t know what to say,” she said, 
truly overwhelmed. “I’ve always enjoyed 
helping you boys out—but I never expected 
—I mean, there was—there’s no need for you 
to do this—I a 

There was good-natured laughter at her 
loss for words, and she joined in it heartily. 
Soon the party ended with much laughter 
and happiness. 

The boys had discovered that nothing 
brings so much personal happiness as doing 
something for a deserving person. It was a 
wonderful evening, and when at last it was 
over the boys helped clean up. 

Then, when they turned out the lights and 
locked the door behind them, Chuck no- 
ticed there were tears on Mrs. Sparten’s wrin- 
kled face. And he had to swallow several 
times to keep his throat from going tight. 
He shook his head and blinked. 

“We should thank her more often,” he 
thought. Then he smiled, glad that it was 
dark outside. 








The Hard Way 
From page 8 


the boys’ turn to walk along the paths 
beside the little stream. 

Tom remembered reading somewhere that 
there ought to be a brook in everyone’s life. 
This stream, though fondly called a river, 
was little more than a brook in spots. Some 
places where the willows bent and entwined 
themselves, the water was deep and gurgling, 
but the banks were so close together one 
could very nearly jump across. In other 
places the water spread out and flattened 
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itself over the rocks, babbling contentedly 
to itself and to the small fish darting wildly 
here and there. 

Tom followed the worn path till it be- 
came a tangle of blackberry bushes, then 
made his way through the willows to the 
water's edge. This was as far as the students 
ever came, and by breaking through the 
tangles Tom came upon a grassy spot in 
the sun, well shielded from view, where he 
could be alone. He sat for a long time look- 
ing at the swiftly flowing water and chewing 
on the end of a long foxtail, his favorite 
occupation when thinking. 

As he sat there, his mind a confusion of 
discouraging thoughts, he remembered Mr. 
Larsen’s chapel talk that week. He had 
spoken on living close to the Master and 
putting one’s life in harmony with His will. 
As he finished he had read that favorite 
poem, “The Touch of the Master’s Hand.” 
After chapel Tom had asked to copy it, and 
now he reached into his overcoat pocket. 
Yes, it was there, crumpled and soiled, and 
he spread it out on his knees to read. Some- 
how he felt as battered and worn as the old 
violin in the poem, and the last stanza he 
read over and over: 


“And many a man with life out of tune 

And battered and scarred with sin 

Is auctioned cheap to the thoughtless crowd 

Much like the old violin. 

A mess of pottage, a glass of wine; 

A game—and he travels on. 

He is ‘going once,’ and ‘going twice, 

He’s ‘going’ and almost ‘gone.’ 

But the Master comes, and the foolish crowd 

Never can quite understand 

The worth of a soul and the change that’s 
wrought 

By the touch of the Maste?’s hand.” 


Bowing his head on his arms, Tom prayed. 
How long he sat thus he never knew, but 
his soul was at peace with God. 

Suddenly he heard a voice, “Hey, that’s 
a funny place to take a nap. Can’t you find 
anything more comfortable?” Tom looked 
up to see Mr. Larsen breaking through the 
bushes on the opposite bank. 

“What are you doing way out here?” 
Tom challenged. 

“Out hunting.” Mr. Larsen held up his 
movie camera. 

“Find anything?” 

“Sure, with my telephoto I got a family 
of rabbits sunning themselves on a rock 

















and an owl sitting on a bare branch blink- 
ing in the sun.” 

Tom and Mr. Larsen walked back down 
the river, one on either side calling to each 
other as they went. Just before they reached 
the bridge, they discovered Humphrey star- 
ing through his binoculars at a small bird 
perched high on a naked branch, singing its 
happy song. 

The three walked back to the school, 
arriving just in time to enter the dining room 
for sandwiches and hot chocolate, the usual 
Sabbath evening supper. 

As Tom sat with the other boys in the 
parlor that evening singing “Day Is Dying 
in the West” and other old favorites that 
they always enjoyed at the close of the Sab- 
bath, his thoughts sped homeward. How 
happy his mother would be if she knew 
the victory he had won in his heart that 
day! With a pang he recalled the night 
she had wept by his bed and prayed for 
him. He would write her a letter and tell 
her everything was all right. 

(To be continued) 





The Lion’s Cage 
From page 9 


One of the circus hands was watching 
them, and the boys ran away. 

But the cage held them almost hypnotized. 
They couldn’t stop thinking about it. Just 
to be near it, to hear the movement of the 
lion—to smell the lion smell! That was the 
most wonderful thing in the world. 

Geoff looked at his pals. “Come on! 
There’s no one looking,” he said. 

And in no time they were back at the 
cage. Cautiously they walked around it 
again. Then, “Come away from that cage! 
Don’t you know there’s a lion in there?” 
someone shouted. — 

Didn't they know, indeed! Huh! Why 
did the man think they were at the cage? 
It certainly wouldn’t have attracted them if 
it had been empty. No one would bother 
with a bare box! It was the fact that there 
was a living, breathing, snarling lion in it, 
that made them want to stay there. Yes, 
they knew there was a lion in that cage, all 
right! 

Geoff was just not to be outdone by those 
interfering grown-ups, however. He realized 
that the bovs had been to see the lion at 
the wrong time. 


Now if they went at night, everything 
would be dark, and who could see them 
then? They might even be able to climb 
on the cage roof! 

It was dark, all right, as Geoff and a pal 
crept out of the house and went to the field 
where the circus was. Carefully they spied 
out the land. No one was watching, so they 
thought. 

Quietly they went to the cage, circled it, 
then, seeing no one around, they began to 
climb. Soon they were on the roof, and 
peering down through the tiny ventilator 
at the top. 

Then it came. 

“Get down from that cage! You'll be 
killed by that lion.” 

Quickly they climbed down and ran for 
home. 

You'd have thought that any boy would 
have listened after being told three times. 
But no! Geoff and his pal went back! 

You see, Geoff was just too clever. There 
wasn’t anything anybody needed to teach 
him. 

This time Geoff climbed to the top alone. 
On the ground his pal called, “Geoff, I wish 
you’d come down. That man said we'd be 
killed up there.” 

But Geoff took no notice. Instead he 
decided to feed the lion. 

Now any self-respecting lion today eats 
only meat. A lion wouldn't give you as much 
as a thank-you for a handful of grass, unless, 
perhaps, he was sick. And if you wanted to 
antagonize a lion, I should imagine that to 
tease it with grass would be the crowning 
indignity. 

Geoff didn’t seem to think along these 
lines, however. Grass was what he had, and 
grass was what he intended to feed that 
lion. 

Taking a great handful, he stuffed it 
through the ventilator, while his pal watched, 
horrified at what might happen. 

Then it did happen! The man who had 
told them previously to get off the cage, 
saw Geoff up there again. He raced across 
the field to get him down. 

As he ran he heard a roar, a piercing 
scream, an agonized call! He dashed to the 
cage, and was just in time to catch Geoff 
as he toppled over the side. 

It was a bleeding, terrified boy he caught 
in his arms. 

A boy with only one arm 

One day we'll be able to feed grass to 
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the lions but that day we'll all be in heaven, 
and there won’t be any boys losing arms. 

Until that day, it’s wise to stay away from 
lions, when the keeper tells us to. 

In fact, it’s wise to pay attention to al- 
most anyone who gives us advice and coun- 
sel that is for our best good. 

Too bad for Geoff he didn’t remember 
that. 


Ronnie Repents 
From page 3 


are sorry enough to quit and then fixing 
matters up with people we may have hurt.” 

It was a new thought to Ronnie. Actually 
he had been absorbing far more of what the 
teacher said than she realized at the time. 
He had been thinking over the matter of 
repentance and forgiveness quite a bit of 
late, though he would not have admitted it 
to save his life. 

“, . . fixing matters up with people we 
may have hurt.” 

These words repeated themselves over and 
over in his mind. Although Ronnie did not 
know it, it was the Spirit of God working 
in his heart. 

Later that day he sat on one leg and 
chewed his pencil. He always chewed a 
pencil when he was concentrating, but he 
was so deep in thought this time that he 
had a mouthful of pencil bits before he 
realized what he was doing. 

“Ugh,” he spluttered as he leaned out of 
the window and spat. 

“Now let me see where I was up to,” 
he murmured as he looked at his list. 


W oolworth’s 
1 ball 85 
2 combs .20 
1 hair oil 40 
Kaye's 
1 pair sox 85 
1 tie 1.50 
Fruit Market 
2 apples .10 


Ronnie was not doing his homework or 
balancing his spending allowance, he was 
working out the value of the goods he had 
shoplifted. It took some time, but finally 
Ronnie felt sure he had remembered every- 
thing. It was really quite a large amount 
and would take his allowance and spare 
time earnings for months and months, but 
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he was determined to repent properly and 
fix things up with people he had hurt. 

Then an alarming thought flashed through 
his mind. “What if some shop manager 
hands me over to the police when I explain 
why I am paying the money? What then?” 

“I don’t care,” he said aloud. “I’ve got to 
make things right with people as well as 
with God.” 

It was a hard decision for a just-been-born- 
again Christian to make, but Ronnie made 
a full repentance. (And in case you are 
wondering, he wasn’t sent to jail. The store- 
keepers were too happy to see a boy mak- 
ing things right to want to punish him.) 





Mamie Is Tried in the Fire 
From page 5 


Later as the girls walked down the hill 
to the school, Mamie begged Lucy not to 
tell anyone of her experience. Lucy promised, 
but she added, “If your father beats you 
again, Mamie, I may break my promise, 
because you know it is against the law to 
strike a girl over sixteen.” 

“I_ know, and if he does it again, you 
are free to tell whoever can help me most, 
but not the other girls.” Lucy assured her 
no one would know. 

Day by day Mamie’s pale face became 
more drawn, and day by day she would 
pour out her sorrow to Lucy. No, father did 
not keep her awake any more—probably 
because he felt the need of sleep himself— 
but he was at her all the time until she 
dreaded to go home. Home was not a pleas- 
ant place at best, but now with her parents 
constantly warning her that she was terribly 
wicked and doomed she hated the thought 
of home. 

But one day Mamie did not come to 
school. Lucy felt a foreboding of trouble, 
but she said nothing. She would wait until 
she was sure. At noon Mamie was not there 
to serve, so Lucy offered to do Mamie’s pa- 
tients and her own so that Mamie would 
not lose the time. She wanted desperately 
to go to see Mamie, but she feared her 
presence would infuriate Mamie’s father and 
that Mamie would suffer the more, so she 
did not go. 

Two days later a very frail Mamie came 
to work. She had feared to go to school, 
she said, because she knew she did not have 
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the strength to study and work both and 
she had to work or stop school completely. 
Lucy asked no questions; she knew what had 
happened by the way Mamie waited to dress 
until all the other girls had gone into the 
dining room. 

Lucy took a long time straightening up 
her serving table and silver that day. In fact 
when she finally went back into the dressing 
room, only Mamie was there, as she had 
hoped. Mamie smiled faintly when Lucy 
came in. 

“So it has happened again, hasn’t it?” 
Lucy said. Mamie nodded as tears trembled 
on her long lashes. “Then I am released 
from my promise, Mamie. For your own 
safety this must not happen again. Listen, 
let’s get dressed and go in and talk to Mr. 
Thomason, the manager.” 

Mamie agreed, so the two dressed hur- 
riedly and went to the front desk to ask 
if they might see the manager. He was busy, 
so they would have to wait. Lucy thought 
of her class at 2:45, but she knew that this 
was more important and that mother would 
give her an excuse if she knew the circum- 
stances. At last they were able to see Mr. 
Thomason, and he welcomed them kindly 
into his office. It was easy to tell him the 
story, for he was such a fatherly man. Mr. 
Thomason was shocked. 

“Do you mind if I call the matron in?” 
he asked Mamie. “I'd like to see for myself 
the results of this beating, and I'd like an 
older woman present.” Mamie agreed, and 
the matron was called. 

“Mrs. Kline, do you know what has been 
happening to Mamie?” he asked as the kind 
matron entered. She assured him that she 
knew only that Mamie had been irregular 
in her work lately and had looked pale and 
tired, but she was shocked to learn the reason 
for this irregularity. 

At the matron’s suggestion and with her 
assistance, Mamie removed her blouse and 
let the manager and matron see her shoul- 
ders. The matron gasped and covered her 
eyes, and the manager shuddered. 

As Mamie replaced her blouse Mr. Thom- 
ason assured her it would never happen 
again; that it was against the law; that he 
would go at once to her father and warn 
him that he was breaking the law in harm- 
ing his teen-age daughter; that this country 
stands for freedom of religion; that a good 
Adventist wins souls to Christ by love, not 
by force. 


I do not know what Mr. Thomason said 
to Mamie’s father, but I do know that no 
longer did she suffer at his hands. She was 
allowed to continue with God’s remnant 
church, although to my knowledge her fa- 
ther never rejoined us. 


Margy’s Night of Fun 
From page 14 


But Margy wouldn’t hide in the bushes. 
She stood right on the muddy road and when 
the old truck came closer she waved and 
shouted. 

“There they are! There they are!” said 
Len. “Come on, get in. We were only jok- 
ing.” 

Nobody answered. The girls were too 
tired and angry with the boys to argue. 

“Ha, ha! You ought to know what we 
did!” bragged Len. “When we left you we 
went back to town and did we have fun! 
We found a small boat on the beach and we 
pulled it up across the road. Whoever comes 
by will have to haul that thing out of the way 
before he can drive on, and that’s no easy 
job for one person. It took all of us to get 
it into place.” 

Margy did not bother to answer. She did 
not even want to listen to Len any more. 
All she wanted to do was go home, and she 
wished she had stayed home in the first place. 
When the truck came to her house she said, 
“Just let me out here.” 

She wondered what her mother would say 
about her dirty clothes. But when Margy 
walked in the front door, she forgot her 
clothes. Something was wrong! Mother was 
sitting in a big chair by the front-room 
heater, her head back, gasping for breath. 

“Mother,” cried Margy, “what's the mat- 
ter? Mother—Mother!” 

But mother couldn’t answer. Her face was 
waxy, a bluish red, and very, very hot. As she 
struggled to breathe Margy knew that this 
attack was worse than ever! Dad was gone. 
What should she do? She ran to the tele- 
phone and almost screamed the doctor’s num- 
ber into the mouthpiece. “Oh, come quickly, 
Dr. Benson. Mother’s so sick she can’t 
breathe.” 

She ran back to the big chair. Mother was 
still breathing heavily. Margy fanned her. 
She put a cold cloth to her head. She rubbed 
her chest. But mainly she just circled around 

To page 22 
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V—The Disciple Whom 
Jesus Loved 


(NOVEMBER 1) 


MEMoRY VERSE: “These things write we unto 
you, that your joy may be full” (1 John 1:4). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read about John’s call in Matthew 4:21, 22; 
about the trust Jesus gave him in John 19:25-27, 
and about his imprisonment with Peter in Acts 
5:17-32. Learn the memory verse. Review it ev- 
ery day. 


John Follows the Master 


Open your Bible to Matthew 4. 

After Jesus was baptized in the Jordan by 
John the Baptist, He was tempted in the wilder- 
ness for forty days. After that He returned to 
the riverside. 

When he saw Him, John said, “Behold the 
Lamb of God!” (John 1:29). Two of John the 
Baptist’s followers noticed the One of whom 
John had spoken, and they determined to fol- 
low Him and learn from Him. As they went 
after Him, Jesus turned around and asked them, 
“What seek ye?” In reply they asked Him where 
He lived. They wanted to sit down and talk with 
Him and have Him answer the many questions 
in their minds. 

“Come and see,” the Master graciously invited 
them, and we are told that “they came and saw 
where he dwelt, and abode with him that day” 
(John 1:38, 39). We are not told what they 
talked about but it must have convinced those 
two disciples that this was indeed the Messiah 
they had been looking for. After this Jesus went 
up to the Sea of Galilee and saw these disciples, 
and called them to follow Him. They responded 
and took their brothers with them. The name of 
one of these was Andrew. The other was John. 
Read in verses 21 and 22 how he and his 
brother accepted the call to become disciples. 

John and his brother James were the sons of 
Zebedee and Salome. They lived in the town of 
Bethsaida on the northern shore of the Sea of 
Galilee, and were fishermen by trade. 
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For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
138, pars. 4-7; p. 139, par. 1 


THINK how willingly John left his work to 
follow Jesus into the unknown. 


Pray to be as willing to leave all to follow 
Jesus. 


MONDAY 
Training Under the Master 


Open your Bible to Luke 9. 

We think of John as the “beloved disciple,” 
the disciple ‘whom Jesus loved.” But he was not 
always as considerate and loving and meek as 
he was in his later days. As a young man he had 
a fiery temper, and he was proud and ambitious. 
This did not prevent Jesus from using him, 
however. Jesus takes us as we are and trains 
us, if we are willing to be trained, to do His 
service. 

“Even John, who came into closest association 
with the meek and lowly One, was not himself 
naturally meek and yielding. He and his brother 
were called ‘the sons of thunder.’ While they 
were with Jesus, any slight shown to Him 
aroused their indignation and combativeness. 
Evil temper, revenge, the spirit of criticism, 
were all in the beloved disciple.’”—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 295. 

You can read in verses 51-56 how they showed 
their fiery tempers and spirit of revenge one day, 
and what Jesus said to them. 

On another occasion John and his brother got 
their mother to ask for positions of honor for 
them in the kingdom. Jesus taught them that 
to share His honor they must share His suffer- 
ings too. Then He told them what true greatness 
is—not in being served, but in serving others. 
“Whosoever will be great among you,” He said, 
“let him be your minister; and whosoever will 
be chief among you, let him be your servant” 
(Matt. 20:26, 27). 

So by observing Jesus and accepting His re- 




















bukes, John the fiery and revengeful became 
John the beloved. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
295, last par. 

THink! Are you kept back from following 
Jesus because you think you are not good 
enough? 

Pray for Jesus to accept you as you are, and 
make you a disciple. 


TUESDAY 
V—A Disciple Who Could Be Trusted 


Open your Bible to John 19. 

In the three and a half years spent with Jesus, 
John’s character changed greatly. He became 
one of the most trusted of Christ’s disciples. 
Jesus took him, with Peter and James, into the 
room where the young daughter of Jairus lay 
asleep in death, and he saw the miracle of life 
coming into her body. John was one of the 
three whom Jesus took up into the mountain 
when He was transformed and talked to Moses 
and Elias. It was John and James and Peter 
whom Jesus took with Him when He went 
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John and Peter told the man they had no silver or 


gold to give him, but in the name of Jesus they told 


him to get up and walk. At once he was made well. 


into Gethsemane to pray. It was John who 
stayed close by Jesus when He was seized in the 
garden and taken for trial. 


So when the time came for Jesus to give up His 
earthly life, and He hung upon the cross, it was 
to John that He turned to give a very sacred 
trust. You can read about this trust in verses 
25, 27. 

“He [Christ] had no money with which to 
provide for her [Mary’s] comfort; but He was 
enshrined in the heart of John, and He gave His 
mother to him as a precious legacy. Thus He 
provided for her that which she most needed,— 
the tender sympathy of one who loved her be- 
cause she loved Jesus. And in receiving her as a 
sacred trust, John was receiving a great bless- 
ing. She was a constant reminder of his be- 
loved Master.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 752. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
710, par. 3; p. 711, last par. 

THINK what John’s companionship and un- 
derstanding meant to Jesus. 


Pray that you may appreciate what Jesus has 
done for you, and show your love as Jesus did. 


WEDNESDAY 
Carrying on the Master’s Work 


Open your Bible to Acts 5. 


John and James and Peter were leaders in the 
work of preaching the gospel after the death of 
Christ. Peter and John often worked together. 
One day when the two of them were going to 
the Temple they saw a crippled man begging. 
He had come to Jerusalem in the hope of finding 
healing at the hands of Jesus, but he was too 
late—Jesus had been put to death by the time 
he got there. Disappointed, he sought a living 
by begging at the Temple. He appealed to the 
disciples for money, and they gave him what 
was worth more than money—the power to use 
his feet. Naturally this miracle and others that 
the disciples did caused a great deal of excite- 
ment among the people, and the Jewish leaders 
were far from pleased. John and’ Peter were 
brought before them and questioned and warned 
not to preach Jesus, but nothing could silence 
these two devoted apostles, and they continued 
to give the gospel. Look in verses 17 and 18 and 
see what this resulted in. 


But the preaching of the gospel cannot be 
stopped by prison bars, and that night an 
angel came down from heaven and let them out. 
Read in verse 20 what the angel told them to do. 


When the Jewish leaders gathered together 
to await the trial of Peter and John they were 
very embarrassed to find that the men were in 
the Temple again preaching the gospel. The 
two disciples were brought in front of the irate 
leaders, but God again intervened to save their 
lives so that they could spread the gospel. Read 
how He did this, in verses 34-40. 


John lived longer and suffered more persecu- 
tion than any of the other disciples. He was 
taken to Rome for trial and cast into a large 
pot of boiling oil, but came out unhurt. Later 
he was banished to the isle of Patmos where he 
wrote the book of Revelation. On being set free 
he probably returned to Ephesus, where he 
wrote the Gospel and his three Epistles. He later 
died a natural death. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 546. 


THINK of John’s courage in the face of op- 
position! 


RESOLVE that you will be ready to take risks 
for Jesus. 
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THURSDAY 


John’s Contribution to the Bible 


Open your Bible to Revelation 1. 

John is responsible for giving us a large part 
of the New Testament. He wrote the Gospel that 
bears his name, three Epistles, and the book of 
Revelation. 

His Gospel was written some years after the 
other three. It tells us much about Christ’s deeds 
and miracles, but it gives more space to Christ’s 
divinity and to His talks with His disciples than 
do the other Gospels. 

John’s three epistles show the loving spirit 
of John. “It seems as if he wrote with a pen 
dipped in love,” the Spirit of prophecy tells us 
(The Acts of the Apostles, p. 554). In these epis- 
tles he stresses the fact that Christianity is 
shown in love toward God and our fellow imnen. 
He also warns against false teachers in these 
letters. 

John’s other book, the Revelation, the last 
bogk of the Bible and probably one of the last 
books to be written, is a wonderful word 
picture of the history of the church of God on 
earth. Look in verse 9 and see where John was 
when he wrote this book. He gives us the 
beautiful picture of the church triumphant, 
and the earth made new and free from sin. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
pp. 581, 582. 

THINK what a debt we owe to John for his 
Gospel, Epistles, and book of prophecy! 

RESOLVE that you will study these books and 
find the messages they have for you. 


FRIDAY 


Name the disciple with whom John was 
walking when they first saw Jesus. .................... 
Name the brother of John who followed 
Sema OE Ty GAs asi sick csnice as Sete ncchiaec..s. 
NaME two faults John had to learn to over- 
ee O22 cree esc ike tals dewhesitetgsaaes 
NaME two other disciples who, with John, 
became a trio to accompany Christ on some of 
His missions. 
Name the relative of Jesus whom Jesus left 
to John’s care after His death. ...................:0:00 
NAME an occasion on which John and Peter 
were made to suffer together for the sake of the 
I a i RR Ra hsheteteiciressastanese 
NAME five books written by John. 
Review the memory verse 
Friday night reading: A. s. Maxwell, The Bi- 
ble Story, vol. 7, pp. 119-125. 








Margy’s Night of Fun 
From page 19 


and around her mother’s chair, praying for 
her dear mother, whom she had left all 
alone, praying that she would get well, pray- 


ing that the doctor would come, praying that 
Jesus would forgive her for being selfish. 

“Did you — phone — the — doctor — 
honey?” mother gasped. 

“I did, Mother. I did, and he said he would 
be right out. I don’t know what is taking him 
so long. Is there anything I can do, Mother, 
anything?” 

But mother only gasped and struggled 
again to breathe as the minutes slipped so 
slowly by. 

When the doctor finally dashed up the 
porch Margy was waiting with the front 
door open. Without a word the doctor hur- 
ried in, opening his bag and pulling off his 
heavy overcoat in one movement. Swiftly 
he went to work, giving mother an injection 
and other medication. But Margy’s eyes were 
too filled with tears and thankfulness to 
notice anything except that mother was 
breathing easier at last. Jesus had answered 
her prayers! The doctor seemed less tense 
as the medicine began to take effect. 

After a long while he stood up. “You're 
a fine girl, Margy,” he said. “It’s a good thing 
you were home to call me when you did. 
She'll be all right now, but if anything goes 
wrong again, don’t hesitate to call. I hope I 
won't take as long next time. Some Hal- 
loween pranksters had put a boat across the 
middle of the road some distance from your 
house, and as I approached I had to move it 
before I could get through. If someone had 
not come along to give me a hand, I might 
not have made it.” 


Margy’s face sobered as she remembered 
who it was that had put the sailboat in the 
middle of the road. She realized that her 
night of fun might have cost her mother’s 
life. Right there and then she made a resolu- 
tion that she would have real fun—the fun 
that comes with kindness and helpfulness, 
and not in bringing trouble to someone else. 
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The Christian Home Calendar is continu- 
ally growing in popularity and now, for 
the first time, is being produced by 
the Review and Herald. All illustrations are 
newly created masterpieces. Our beautiful 
Christian Home Calendar for 1959 is now 
ready. Size 11” x 1814”, presenting on the 
four-color cover the beautiful Russell Harlan 
painting of the Christ child in the 
manger. This calendar, the first totally 
produced by the Review and Herald, 
is our finest addition to the long line of Christian Home Calendars. 
Your daily scripture verses printed for the entire 
year are chosen for aptness and personal comfort. 


PRICE 5O CENTS 





ORDER 
NOW! 








asthe Book & Bible House or 


























Church Missionary Secretary. 
* True Sabbath bears witness in glowing red * Choice Enclosed is $................. Add sales tax where necessary. 
Bible texts for each day y& Styled in four beautiful This is my order for -............- copies of the Christian 
2 Home Calendar @ 50 cents each. 
colors % Dates accented in bold relief for easier read- 
ing y% A favorite in Seventh-day Adventist homes Name —.. 
Street 
7 O. i Q | EIEN ereee aay, Barut 
ift uggection Name ..... 
You will want one for yourself and several to give to friends Street 
and neighbors. An ideal, thoughtful season’s greeting for loved cic een 
ones, (If you wish copies mailed direct to your gift list, include complete 
mailing instructions. ) 
° ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 
/ e 5 | Review and Herald Publishing Association 
| Periodical Department Washington 12, D.C. 
™ a 





ee —-— — — 








TIGER, TIGER, No. 8-By Harry Baerg 
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1. The jungle where Pug lived was not only filled with 
dangers, but with food. There were peacocks and 
peafowl and the jungle fowl from which our domestic 
chickens descended. 2. Then too there were coveys 
of chukar partridge that were small, but very tasty. 














3. The kakar, or barking deer, were plentiful and 
though they were watchful he was able to catch 
them by stealth and speed. The males had sharp 
tines on their short antlers, but he caught them 
from behind. Under the walnuts wild pigs rooted. 








4. Higher up on the steep rocky cliffs the goral, a 
large goatlike antelope, could often be found. There 
were also the still larger, but related, tahr in some 
places. 5. Several kinds of deer lived in the forest 
and jungle. Besides the kakar there was the spotted 











7. Pug was now a mature tiger in his full prime, and 
he felt his great power. He got pleasure from being 
able to overcome his victims, big as they were; 
still he did not kill wantonly, only when he was 
hungry. 8. Then one day hunters interested in his 
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chital, the still larger sambar, and higher in the 
mountains, the barasingha. Since few natives had 
guns, it was up to the big cats to keep these wild 
animals from becoming too numerous. 6. Sometimes 
Pug also killed cattle belonging to the villagers. 


skin as a trophy came and built a machan near his 
fresh kill. 9. In the dusk as Pug came to feed on 
the remainder of the carcass a light suddenly shone 
on him from up in the trees. He started to look up 
and just as he did so, a shot from a rifle rang out. 





